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71m Brand of Satan.

la four months T" aha murmured, with
a shudder. "And no one brought to
Justice! It doesn't seem possible!"

"Two such murders?" he said In
sudden vehemence. "No. Not two.

door as f b bated it Then Im ttturned to his desk, took to tkurr
from his pocket and recommenced
his writing. (This is th entry be
made la it:)

"June 22. 1918. Gave Vany and
Tanner enough to last them twanty-foo- r

hours. Would to Ood Oiey
might never come back for morel 1

have done the world and my fallow
men a great wrong. I pray that the

- end may be soon. When this dian
shall be found after my death th

directly below tha baa of tha brain,
When the stunning effect of tha

blow passed ha opened his eyes to
find the room alight and full of
people.

Florence Montrose and a policeman
were bending over him. Servants and
passers-by- , attracted by the noise of
battle, were thronging in. Harold
started up, but he swayed weakly
from side to side, and would hav
failed again but for the policeman's)
supporting arm. On the floor In front
of him lay Hanna's dead body.

Ue drew the terrified girl from tha
room as he spoke and led her down
the hall to the front door. On the
threshold they almost collided with a
man who was coming In. The new-
comer and Harold recognised each
other at a glance, even In that dim
light

"Hello, Parrish," said Harold, not

"Good evening, Mr. Stanley," re-

turned the detective. "They told me
at the station that there's been an-
other Crimson Stain crime. Is 7"

"Yes." "answered Harold. "That
means the fifteenth In four months."

"This one Is like all the rest, I sup-
pose," hazarded Parrish. "Choked to
death and no clew."

"No," contradicted Harold, with
sudden elation, "there Is a clew, tills
time. A real one. I've felt the mur-
derer's hands around my own throat
And I've seen his eyca And." he d,

Impressively, "1 know why
ok Mr. llenujolais spoke of a 'Crlra-s- oi

Stain." I've seen that stain."
" A'hat?" cried both rarrish and

Florence In a single breath.
"As I climbed Into the front win-

dow," said Harold. "He switched
off the light But he turned an elec-
tric flash-lam- p on me. The glare
dazzled me and left him divisible. I
threw a chair at the light and knock-
ed It out of his hand. As it fell be-
fore, the Jar of hitting the floor re-

leased the battery-catc- h and put out
the light Its rays fell for a fraction
of a second on the upper part of hia
face."

"You recognized him?" cried Par-
rish.

"No. He was no one I had ever
nen. I'm not sure I'd recognlxe the
face again. Hut I'd recognize the
eyes anywhere on earth."

"The eyes are red," answered Stan-
ley. "A fiery crimson. As If they
had been stained with blood. I

that Is what Beaujolais meant
by the 'Crimson Stain." He saw "

"Hot!" sneered Parrish, breaking
into a roar of noisily derisive laugh-

ter. "That's the way with you ama-

teursalways imagining things and
hunting up fany clews. Crlmaon-stain- cd

eyes, hey? And you saw all
that In the time It took a flashlight
ray to flit across his face? It's the
silliest drivel I ever heard."

In a roomy uptown building on New
York's Fast Side lived Tanner. Out-
side of those who visited him at al-

most any hour of the day or night,
he had practically no friends. Indeod,
no one but those strange visitors had
ever seen the interior of Tanner's
quarters. Uttle was known of him
among the building's tenants, for he
seldom stirred outside his own suite.
This was located on the lowei floor to
the rear of the building, and by
means of a secret pusfogev.ay was
connected with nn underground den,

'On the night of the Hanna murder
nnd nn hour or so after the cr lino's
discovery, several of these visitors
drifted, one by one. Into the den from

w
'J"'1HK big Montrose house at
1 iuiTwaut mmM to nave

J I awakened from a Ion dott il

:i4Jj.jof gloom. Tor six months It
AM Dean snutterea ana au

but deserted. Now Its blindi were
up. There were fresh floweri In the
window bowls and on the deep veran-'.-

There were new Hie and gayetv
in the very atmosphere of the place.

Kor a half year Dr. Montrose had
11 wilt here alone, except for his silent-loote- d

assistant, Felix. Here, day
und night the doctor had tolled In
his laboratory, tirelessly, perfecting
the experiments to which he hud de-

voted himself since his wife's death.
Rut now, In a breath, everything

was changed. Florence, his
daughter, had come homo from a

visit to a school chum In
the West, and Instantly her bright
presence had restored the old house
to Its former brightness.

It was on the early evening of the
third day after Florence's return to
Hlverdale. Hhe was sitting al.me on
to veranda, when a man turned in
at the gate und came hurrying up the
Ions; walk toward the house. Ptor-nc-

face flushed with genuine
pleasure, at sight of the visitor as he
moved forwnrd through the early
summer twilight.

H was above middle height, grace-fa- l
of figure and liearlng, and won-

drous good to look upon. His easy
Htrlde and the pose of his mighty
shoulders proclaimed the athlete,
even as the broad forehead and full
eyes denoted the thinker and the
lirm-mold- jaw the man of action.

Florence ran down the steps to
greet him. '

"At last you have come," she
eagerly exclaimed. "I had thought
Harold Htanley had forgotten his
schoolgirl frlnnd m his busy career
of doing nothing."

"Doing nothing!" he pouted. "I'm
tHe busiest little citizen In a burg of
6,000.000 people."
.."You certainly do surprise ma Why
are yu working? Has your father
ess yon off?"

"No. He's cost me on. On to the;y rnll of the New Tork Examiner.
: bare been there Ave months as a
cub reporter. When I finished col-e- g

dad had a real Dutch uncle talk
wttb ma, Among several hundred
other remarka of general Interest he
said to me: Son. IvV ient thirty
years In building up the Examiner.
1 bought It when it wns down and
out. I've made It the most powerful
newspaper In New York perhaps In
America. 1 did It for the sake of my
only son. Now my only son can either
f a loofr and squander the money
i anted or else he run take off his
noat and pitch In and learn the bust.
ix-s- s fiswu Uin bottom up and make
huiisnlf fit to carry on this great
w.tw when I ani 'Jad. Which shall
it rT lme the choir to you. So
I pitched to. It seemed the only thing
ror a wH uiku to &.- -

"xm! f.jr yen!" c;,plaied. Flor-r-.- c

"t lk.r.ik it's Una of ym."

Barrr:.!a he
lias boon spending most of

r.ls rtae, lately, in ruxung his feet
Z, ehaslt.g false cluc oa die Cilra- -

n PtM'.n My;ery."
"What on earth Is th Cilmson

Htaln Mystery? It hs a grewsome
sound."

"Here's tho ttory In J it a mouth-
ful of words," he explained "Four
months ago Cyrus Q. Frrrand tha
banker, you know wan four.d mur-
dered in his study. His safe was
looted, and the murderer got clean
sway. The autopsy showed Fcrrand
' id been choked to death."

"How borriblel"

Fourteen.
"Fourteen?" aha gasped.
"Fourteen!" ha repeated. "During

the last four months no less than
fourteen men of wealth In New Tork
have been found strangled by Just
that weird throat grip. And In every
case the murderer has escaped with
his plunder."

"And no clewT"
"Yes and no. One clew, perhaps,

but such a fantastic clew that we

can't get any sense out of It"
"What Is It?"
"Wh.cn old Raoul Beaujolala, the

restaurant man, was killed his
brother found him a moment or two
before he was quite dead. The mur-

derer had been frightened away. As
. Heaujolals died he managed to pant
out the words 'Crimson Stain!"
That was all. Just those two words.

A cry of stark terror from Flor-
ence Mont rose interrupted him. She
had caught convulsively at his arm.
With her free hand she was point-

ing wildly at a house they chanced
to be passing.

Against one of these shades a
strange group was silhouetted a
group of throe figures.

One of these figures stood a little
aloof from the two others, as If
coldly directing operations. The re-

maining two were apparently locked
In a death struggle.

Then Harold Htanley understood.
One of these two men was strangling
the other, who writhed helpless in his
grip. The third was Issuing direc-
tions for the murder.

"It's Mr. Hanna!" gasped Florence.
"The great reul estate operator up
here. 1 recognize his prolile. They're
killing him. He "

"Quick!" commanded Harold, shak-
ing off his momentary date of horror.
"We met a policeman on the block
below. Run back and get him.
Quick!" .

He sprang away from her, vaulted
the street hedge and crossed the nar-
row strip of lawn at a bound. With
clenched fist h smote the heavy
plate glass pane of the window. The
pane bashed In. As he )icd up-

ward into the Jagged opening Harold
saw the silhouette of the third man
dart away to one aide of the room.
The next instant the lights were
switched off.

In through the broken window Har-

old thrust his body, heedless of the
pllnterod glass that cut at his hands

and face and rent his clothes.
As he set foot Inside the pitch-dar- k

"room a pocket flashlight's rays smote
blindlngly athwart his eyeballs. At
the same Instant Harold's groping
hand came in contact with a flimsy
gilt chair. With all his might he
hurled this ineffective missile at the
white lens of the spotlight. The
pocket lump fell to the ground
though knocked from Its holder's
hand by the force of tha chair's im-

pact
AMuost at once Stanley's outflung

arm brushed against the shoulder of
a man who was stealing up toward
him through the dense blackness.

liaroid sprang In and grappled the
unseen foe. Tho latter was a strong
and active man, and fought with the
fury of a cornered beast

Hut It was not in vain that Harold
Stanley had been accounted one of
the most formidable football "tack- -

Te-"- "

les" of his day. Against his swift
skim inw oiners mere uiuio sircngm
was of llttlo more avail than would
have been a child's

In less than live seconds of blind
struggle he found the hold he sought.
Ono tremendous heave and he had

f

swung his Invisible enemy clear of
the floor and high In air, A second
heave and the murderer went whirl-
ing through tho room, bringing up
with a Impact against
the farther wall.

Harold, panting from his exertion,
"pun about, with arms expanded, to
grope for the second assassin. As he
did so his foot struck the Inertly
quivering body of a mail who lay
Fpiawliug on the floor In front of
him.

With a thrill of revulsion Harold
Kullzed ho had stumbled over the
corpse of the strangled Hanna. Ho
sought to recover his balance with
n cleft turn of his shuulders and a
backward swing of his outstretched
arms.

And some one seized him from be-

hind.
A set of long, Ice-co- fingers wrap-

ped themselves nbout the young
man's muwulnr neck, seeking and
Immediately finding the windpipe.
Just rs two powerful thumbs began
to press deep Into the top of his spine.

With a thrill of

truth will be known, and I hope
shall be forgiven forgiven for tl
fifteen deaths that Indirectly

by me."
He laid aside his fountain p. '

Jdly he ran bis Angers through
nages as If searching for a

earlier entry. Presently on the fln i

pag) he found what he sought II ill
aloud he read:

"Dec. I, 1914-- At last my life work
Is crowned with success. All my
former benefits to humanity will be
as nothing to this. Today I have
made the final test on the drug of
my own compounding that will revo-
lutionize all mankind, and I have
discovered the only safe process) for
administering it The formula for
this drug will be found in my strong
iox In case of my death. Also '

sketch of the apparatus for its eler
tricai transmission Into the noma.,
system.

"This compound of mine) npbnik!
the mind and stimulates the will; v
the point of turning a mediocre In
tclligence into sublime genius. I be
lieve I can administer it to a half
wttted Illiterate and transform bin.
Into a Shakespeare, a Napoleon or s
Washington. No lifelong training
and hereditary gifts of mind can
make every faculty so alert and
potent as can this drug I hav
evolved.

"Jan. S, 1915. Today I experiment
on four hospital patients, chosen Ir,
me, at random, from various walks
of life. I did not tell them th ob-
ject of toy experiment, but merely
that it was a new electrical process
which I believe would benefit th sev.
eral Ills of which they had com-

plained to ma
"I tried the experiment on th fotrr

(the technical result will be found
with the formula In my strong box)
and the success went far beyond my
wildest hopes. Their reaction was
wonderful to note. An of th rour
brightened at once In looks and In
mental power. They seemed like
members of a new and vastly su-

perior race of men.
"Then I told them what I had dona.

Pierre La Rue's gratitude was pa-

thetic. In him, more than in any of
the others, the effect of the drug was
astonishing. It has made another
man of him. A wonderful man! I
believe there are no heights to which
I cannot raise him. He dominate
them all (even myself to my amuse-
ment and surprise). A remarkable
genius!"

The doctor sighed and turned to
the next entry:

"March 22, 1915. What abominable
thing have I discovered? Where are
the blessings I dreamed would be my
priceless gift to mankind? Instead of

inanimd reniuses mv drusT
ha developed my four patients Into
(he raost danperous. criminals. It
has awakened and stimulated and to--
ten9ifled a flundred-fol- d the crim- -
Instincts of these four peopl on
whom I have tried It (Pierre La
Rue Is a devil!)

.Moreover, l ici i v ui iuw w,v iu
bent them all to his will, has don
tne same to me. v nen mo
In his brain he is a peerless master
of men. I cannot resist him. Hl
will power crushes mine to do his bid-lin- g.

1 am as wax in his hands, If
only I might die."

As Jerome Stanley and the doctor
chatted, a light explosion was heard
Stanley left the room to investi-
gate. He started up the stairs and
toward the laboratory, from whence,

the sound came. He was passing
through the upper hall when a long

dim shot forth from behind the heavy
curtained door and grasped Wtbroat

stood etcStanley, at-t- touch,
death. H .

still, turning as pale as
did not look around, nor was any r

word snk?n. There waa a silent

battle of wills. Montrose stood star-ta- g

straight ahead of him u help- -

less despair. .
Ten minutes later Florence roe

from the piano.
has learned a nw-- Mv dog Chic

trick' nishow you." she exclaimed
dashed from the library acrcm

shm
reception hall an! into the dining- -

room- - .
Jerome Stanley lay ""t.table. Hehlnd him crouched

Btan- -
Ij, Hue, his Angers enclrcUng

ley's throat. At signi u V.:
he slayer loosened his hold au.i

srrang back through a new-b-y dour-wa-

Jerome Stnnlejrwas stone dead- - Re-

gaining herself, Florence screamer
Harold, rushing forward past Flor

'
ence, saw about the lift less mar

i brunt the hideously familiar Our

r.iaiks of the Crimson Stain's v(

tmis.
Pud!" he called wildly, drop!-o-

III.-- , .ineet beside his father, "l'u.
Robert Clayton, rushing out

aid, eneou'iMvd l"r. Monirose c
ing doAnstairs.

"I Victor!" yelled the artist. '

is dead! Murdered!"
Harold Stanley trot slowly to h:

feet and looked down at th father
be had so devotedly l ived. Then, a
solemnly us thoiiwh he wore rape-ni-

a vow before a priest, h rum '

his hand and said, without th fain,
est sign of emotion:

"I will find and runlsh my fatliBi
murderer if 1 have to track him
the farthest ends of the earth.
help me, Ood!"

(END OF CHAPTEn 1)
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TOtliro1 ho
had Stumbled

.
OVer the Corpse

. . -
Of the Strangled

Hanna
And someone

seized him
from behind.
A set of long
and ice-co- ld

'fingers wrapped
themselves

about the young
man's muscular

neck

wrists then attached two more to
Tanner'a Tbe metal clasps were con-

nected to long cylinders from whose

other end a bunch of wires ran to the
dynamo of the apparatus. Opening
a' valve at the top of each cylinder

Dr. Montrose poured into the
part of tbe colorless cements

oi a phial he produced from a wall
cupboard. -

ilis li.did fell upon a lever. But he
hesnated a moment before giving
this luvcr the needful turn. S.emg
his hesitation, the two patients
snarled at him like angry boasts.
Slowly tho doctor thrust the lever
into place, A bluish spark played
along the cylinder wires.

The eftect on Tanner and Vanya
was Miraculous. Their drooping
bodies all at once Isvom alert and
vibrant with energy. The sodden
dullness left their Mc s. Their eyes
gVarned witli an unnatural bright-
ness.

Years of uge stoi'.nd to have fallen
away loi;i them lcth. They ap-

peared rejuvenated ulmost glorified.
Yet in the new vigor and glowing

that eneomp-ew- them
there n something bestial inhu-

man: that turnej Montrose's heart
rick witMn him.

Dr. Montrose thrust back the ap-

paratus Into u since behind a sliding

"You know what we want, doctor,"
replied Tanner.

"And we must have it" added Van-

ya. "We must."
"You've both had far too much al-

ready," said Montrose in stern deci-

sion. "And you'll get no more-- "
At his words Vanya winced. Tan-

ner's teeth beguu to chatter as if with
a chill.

"You can't mean that, doctor!" ex-

claimed anjiv. " V ou cau't refuse us!
Please!"

No!" reiterated Montrvse. "You
will neither of you get any more. 1

curse the day 1 first gave it to you.
Today I read of still another muv-d-

"
"YVs," Mid Tanner, encerlv, I did

that. T am a line. Hut It wasn't
our fault Not even Pierre I- -i line's.
It was yours. Yours! You're the
cause of it of all of It."

"Yes," chimed in Vanya beseech-

ingly. "And you can't take it away
from us, now. What would we he
without It? What would we become?"

Montrose glared at them for an In-

stant, then, with a hoielcit sigh, sur-

rendered. He motioned them across
the laboratory of nn lntricnte-lnokin- g

machine at which thrv had been
glancing with furtive longing ever

. since they entered the room.
Taking up two metal wrist clasps

bs fastened them about Yanyn's

an alley entrance. All but one were
men. The exception was Vanya
Tosca, a womun who, for very ob-

vious reason, had long been named
"the Vampire."

One man was evidently In high au
thorlty among the little group, to
judge by the almost cringing defer
ences bestowed on him by the rest.
He was dark, sinuous, tigerish, with
a strange and unforgclablo face nnd
jwith a gtize as hypnotlo as a snake's.
Ho claimed to be French by birth and
called himself "Plorro La Rue." No
one knew his real name,

"All here," he said, tersely. "Here's
tho report Tanner and I went to
Hanuu'8 as we planned. Wo got in,
easily enough. Hanna wns In the
library alone. Ho was so old and
feeble that I had decided to lit Tan-
ner do the Job, Instead of doing it
rnyerlf. He'd been plaguing mo to let
him try tho grip ever slnre I taught
It to him. It was a false move. For,
he bungled. They struggled nil over
the room, nnd they got between tho
light and tho window shade. A man
smashed In through the window nnd
threw Tanner ngainst the wall, crip-
pling his shoulder. I got the grip on
the fellow: nnd I was flnijliing him
when I heard the police whistle. We
shoved what cash we could find Into
the bag. Hand over, Tanner."

The odd feature of the case,"
went on Harold, "was tho way he
had been choked. The marks on his
t hnaX. showed that the murderer's
hands were long and slendct nnd ab-
normally strong. Also, that his grip
'M one known to the Jiu Jltsu rl

of Japan and to the Apaches
of Paris. It Is a peculiar 'hold.' It
I' ralyxes the victim s spinal cdrd and

akes him helpless to resist; even
hllfl his breath Is being shut off.

It Is a grip that not one 'strong-ur-

man' In ten thousand knows any-
thing aboot At least not In Amer-
ica."

'Hut, dont the police "
"The police worked on tho case for

all they e worth. Hut they
coiikln t find a thing. Parrltih he's
the great International detective that
the city has hired to clear up this
case-sp- ent dnye In trying to got at a
clew, but "

'Spent 'days' on It?" she Interposed.
"Why not weeks or months? Surely
It was worth that much trouble. Why
did he atop at 'days?' "

"Because," replied Harold, "nine
days later Marcus Krug, the big
jeweler, was found murdored In ex-

actly the same way, In his prlvnto of-fl-

at the back of his store."
"Two sach murdrs In New York

Dr. Monti-o.s- sat in his library late
the following afternoon. From a
drawer in his desk lie had Just taken
a copy of the K.aminer urid had be-

gun to rend it when a low rup
sounded on the door. Almost guiltily,
the doctor folded the paper and thrust
It back Int the drawer.

"Pome In," he called.
Felix, his ataistant a crafty-eye- d

man of tmugly, servile mien opened
thr door.

"It Is two of the-t- he 'experiment
patients,' sir," stammered the .ser-

vant, "I told them you hnd left, word
you couldn't see anyone today, lint
they won't go away. They sny they"

"I'll see them," ordered Montroso,
n shadow as of physical pain distort-
ing his rare-siar- face.

Dr. Montrose clapped bis bowed
head ls?twen his hands and groan-
ed aloud. Then, rising to his feet,
he squared his bent shoulders and
n look of high revolve came Into bis
haggard face. Ho crossed the li-

brary to the hall. The vis-

itors' were Varva Tosca and Tnnner.
They stood cvtins Pr. Montrose with
the look a hungry dog might bestow
on a butcher s "nit. Thev were de-

pressed In links and manner und
seemed more ihun half 111.

"Well," Dr. a ontrosc sharply broke
the momentary silence, "what do you

wantf


